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PROSPECTUS

Similar to straight theater and musicals, one-person shows began through
the art of oral tradition. Before written language existed, people relied upon passing
stories orally. Most likely, these stories began with gatherings, where people
discussed events of the day. With the emergence of written languages, these stories
were transcribed. Eventually many performers were added to fulfill the roles of
each character. Although this has become the norm for theater, it is important to
remember that theater began as a one-person show with that lone storyteller. Even
today, a prominent form of one-person shows consists of stand-up comedy.
However,there does exist an entire genre of plays that consists of a solo performer,
who relates the action of the play while also embodying any other character that
might present itself in the action.

I have been doing theater since 1 was a small child. I started by forcing my
friends and my dog to perform shows in my living room for my parents. In
elementary school, I was cast as Rapunzel in our class rendition of Rapunzel From
that moment, I had this desire to perform and be watched. At ten years of age, I
auditioned for Peter Pan at Playhouse on the Square in Memphis, Tennessee. I then
pursued acting in high school and even college. I really enjoyed having an artistic
outlet, which allowed me a break from trying to be a perfectionist with my
schoolwork. I also appreciated the roles in which I was cast, but I felt like I was not
given an opportunity to perform in roles that really allowed me to show my talent.
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Most of them were not characters that 1 related to and failed to have a lot of depth as
people.

When it came time to start my thesis, 1 took this into consideration. I knew I
wanted to create something with deep people that the audience could relate to and
understand. 1 knew that 1 wanted to perform because after all, my major is in acting.
1 decided to write a play based on my thoughts about life, and in order to really get
my thoughts and feelings across,the play would not only have to be about me, but it
would also have to star me. The main problem with this was that 1 had no idea how
to write a play.

In the spring of 2010,1 enrolled in a playwriting class, where I participated in
certain exercises in an attempt to hone and develop my skills. The class was really
helpful because it taught me how to create a character with my own words instead
of only utilizing the playwright's words to physically and mentally form a character.
1 never realized that the plajnvright had the power to control the sound and lights.
Prior to this, 1 thought that all of the spectacle was created and controlled by the
scenic and sound designers. 1 was unaware of how much say and creativity the
playwright had at his or her fingertips.

The most important information that 1 learned in the class was how to write
dialogue. Whenever 1 had tried to write dialogue in the past, it always sounded very
forced and formal. This class enabled me to learn how to make the language more
colloquial and less like a research paper.
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During the class as well as after I completed it, I began to research plays. I
began with a few plays by Neil LaBute. What I found most helpful about his plays
was the fact that they were about real, every day people. His plays consist of a few
people and focuses on a tiny yet complex day in their lives. Not only are they
relatable for the audience, but the characters are also the type of people that one
could meet on the street. LaBute's play that stood out to me the most was Fat Pig,
which relates the story of how a man named Tom replaces his previous girlfriend
with an obese woman by the name of Helen. This story explains Tom's struggles as
he tries to love Helen for the woman she is on the inside but how he is ultimately
overcome by the pressures of society. Although it depicts Tom as very shallow, it is
a very strong piece that paints a very detailed picture of how strongly people desire
to be accepted by that same society that squelches independent thought and morals.
This piece inspired me to play with some of those same judgmental thoughts so as to
make the audience realize that we have all succumbed to these shallow pressures at
some point or another; thus creating a commonality.

Eric Bogosian's Sex Drugs, and Rock'n'RoIl was also interesting because it
utilizes the one-person show form. However,instead of Bogosian telling a linear
story throughout his piece, he instead employs the use of several monologues that
are each told by a different character. Although I liked the idea that the actor must
become each character with different personas and physicalities, 1 did not like that
the monologues were connected by theme with no linear story line. As 1 have been
writing, however, 1 have realized that this very technique has been working its way
into my own writing, as 1 have very different stories to tell and am trying to make
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them all add up to something poignant. 1 think this form is important because it
allows the author to convey a single idea while using as many techniques as he or
she sees fit.

The play that had the biggest impact on me was Adam Rapp's Nocturne. The
story about how he accidentally killed his sister in a car accident really affected me
emotionally. It was not just the story that impacted me, but it was the way in which
he told it and described his life after the tragic event. The most compelling part of
the play is the beginning. He simply states that he “killed [his] sister," then he
continues by discussing the importance of words and language and how it affects
the meaning of a sentence. I found this particularly intriguing because I have been
playing with this concept as I write, and I also enjoy reading. Through reading, I
have discovered that a simple choice of words creates different feelings or moods.
Throughout the piece, Rapp repeats several lines that keep the story connected no
matter where the plot twists or turns. I found this vital because although it
reminded the audience that they were watching a play, the phrase,“the hipbone's
connected to the leg bone," reiterated the fact that ever}^hing is connected. Also the
continual naming of authors and literary works reminds the audience that, like
novels, plays are also a way to escape mentally from the real world.

Margaret Edson's play, Wit, was very similar to Rapp's play in the fact that it
also places an emphasis on a life-changing moment as well as language as an art
form. Throughout the play, the main character continually compares her bout with
cancer to a )ohn Donne poem. Not only does she create a linear story line, but she
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also manages to play with the theme of life and death, while comparing it to
literature. I really like the idea of alluding to outside sources to make the audience
think and further connect with the play.

In order to further explore the art of one-person shows, I read Spalding
Gray's Monster in a Box, which, although interesting, was not active enough. The
idea of presenting an entire play while seated at a desk seemed very boring and
uneventful. 1 understand that he is sitting at the desk and making it appear as
though he is creating his play while performing his play. This setting does not
translate well to my play because 1 engage in many active and physical activities. On
the other hand, 1 did appreciate his meta-theatrical take on the play and how he
discussed his writing process. Reflecting back,this was helpful because I attempted
to incorporate this into my own work.
The next piece 1 studied was Freak, which was written and performed by
John Leguizamo. This play was a big influence in that it encouraged me to
incorporate other characters into my play. By other characters, I plan on taking the
physicalities and language of different people and becoming them, which is also
reminiscent of Bogosian's play. 1 decided upon this because in part of the play.
Leguizamo briefly becomes his mother as he recounts the story of his birth. It is
both hilarious and effective to the plot because it allows the audience to feel present
in the moment.

Another huge influence was Ole Miss’s very own Dex Edwards,and his show,
Rising Son, which chronicles his designing of the 1996 Olympics, going to Japan, and
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even almost dying of obesity. Although all of the events listed seem very random,
Edwards managed to tie them all together. Like Rapp and Edson, Edwards employs
several metaphors throughout his play in order to tie all of the stories together, His
metaphor describing people like the layers of a baseball really intrigued me because
like LaBute, Edwards was reflecting on human nature and the depth of people.
Overall, his play was entirely too long, but I still found many elements that I wanted
to use in my play. When 1 saw this show performed, I knew that I wanted to do the
same thing. I wanted to touch people; I wanted to write a show that would make
people both laugh and cry.

After meeting with my thesis advisor for over two years now,I have begun to
create a show that embodies certain elements from all of these plays. I plan on
performing this show in the spring of 2012. I am hoping to add lights and sounds
into the performance as well as have several rehearsals with my second reader as
my director. I plan on continuing to search for a theme that connects the play and
the audience so that I am sharing something with a deeper meaning than just some
random stories. I want to take my knowledge from my acting classes and apply
my performance so I can engage the audience and really create believable
characters. After this process is finished, I anticipate having the knowledge and
ability to write and produce a play. This will teach me to effectively write a show
and bring it to life on stage.

6

HOW THE PLAY CAME ABOUT

Because Theater is not a conventional degree, it is difficult to create
guidelines for how to write a thesis. It is not really practical to write
paper of what 1 have learned over the past four years

a research

because most of what I have

learned comes from actually doing the work. Acting classes do not consist of
lectures and note taking; they consist of observing

and then trying to take what Was

seen and embodying it. Acting is something that is created. It is learned after
numerous attempts of viewing things from different angles and then trying to
become something or someone else.

Before I decided to undertake the process of writing a one-woman
my honors thesis, I was presented with several other options that I could

Pl^y for
choose

from for my thesis. In the past, several of my colleagues had found shows
that they
enjoyed, and then they cast and directed these shows. For their theses,they
discussed their process and turned in rehearsal notes. Although this Was i
*^triguing^
my degree is in acting and not directing. Honestly,

I did not see much benefit from

directing a show because 1 do not think I am an apt director. I fail to see all the
subtle nuances that are necessary to catch an audience s eye and draw them
certain areas of the stage. 1 do not know how to create successful blocki

to

and I

have no idea how to convey to actors the mental picture in my head. \
have
the artistic lingo or insight needed to successfully direct a show.
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Another option presented to me, was the idea to write and then direct my
own show. Although this offered me an opportunity to feel more closely linked to
the play, it still placed me in the role of the director instead of the role of the actor
Also, the idea of having to depend on other people for the success of my thesis
slightly worried me. I did not want to stress about other people completing their
work on time, and because I am a perfectionist, I would have done so until the final
product was achieved. 1 had enough on my plate with the thesis that 1 did not want
to have to worry about organizing a cast on top of everything else. Plus, this thesis
was supposed to be about me and what 1 had learned over the past few years. After
a few months of mulling it over, 1 finally settled on the idea of writing a one-woman
play. Little did 1 know,this would be quite the undertaking. 1 did know, however
that 1 had an artistic need to create. I wanted to create something that audiences
could walk away from feeling satisfied and entertained, but more than that, 1 wanted
to create something that would have emotional significance to me so that 1 could
walk away feeling proud and accomplished. More than anything, 1 wanted to share
myself and allow myself to be open and vulnerable. By writing my own play, 1 was
presenting the audience with my own thoughts and words, and was allowing them
to view me for who 1 really am.

As 1 had little experience in the field of playwriting, 1 began by taking Michael
Barnett's playwriting class. In this class, I learned how to create believable
characters with distinct physicalities and dialects. Then I learned about how to
create detailed settings followed by important aspects of lighting and sound. Next, I
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combined conflict, which began the process of creating scenes. Through this class, I
was able to learn about the necessary elements needed to develop a successful play.

The first draft of my play began while in this class. It was a ten-minute play
about my three-month stint in Nepal. 1 really wanted to express to the audience
how much I had learned while working for the United Nations. I learned how
superficial life in America can be. Ultimately, life over there was about going with
the flow and not allowing oneself to be overwhelmed by trivial things. I wanted to
convey to an American audience that there was a bigger world out there! However,
instead of writing a play, it turns out I wrote more of a travelogue that one might
read in a brochure. 1 failed to connect to an American audience because I was
focusing on many aspects of my trip that are completely foreign to this country such
as dodging landmines and eating only rice for every meal. My play lacked
connections and the vivacity needed to engage audiences. Because I was frustrated
and not quite sure what to do next, I enlisted Barnett as my thesis advisor. With his
help, 1 began to transform this mundane work into a play. I started by placing the
action in the present tense and by adding dialogue wherever I could appropriately
fit it.

Although this might sound like an easy process, it was an3rthing but easy. I
became so focused on telling a story about my life-changing trip to Nepal,that 1 lost
focus of how to talk to an audience and how to embody all of the characters and
emotions that I was describing. In fact, describing was the problem. 1 was so
trapped trying to chronicle every detail that 1 failed to just become a part of the

9

experience and allow it to unfold for the audience. In response to this, Barnett
suggested that 1 just place that play on the back burner for a while, and in the
meantime, he gave me some exercises to get my creative juices flowing.

1 began by writing with abandonment. Self-editing tends to be a serious
problem of mine when 1 write. As I write each page and literally each sentence, I
thoroughly over analyze every word and how it fits into the sentence and
paragraph. 1 am a serious perfectionist to the point that it often times affects me
negatively. Because of this, Barnett suggested that I just write without worrjdng
about spelling or grammar. My goal was to write a story for the story's sake and
edit once 1 had finished.

This proved surprisingly a lot more difficult than 1 ever could imagine. There
was literally a war waging inside myself as I fought the urge to obsessively edit
spelling mistakes. Eventually, however, I was able to accomplish this seemingly
simple goal. From there, 1 began writing about an}^hing and everything that came
to mind such as people in my life like my boyfriend and my grandmother.

Although

these stories might seem mundane,they provide people and situations to which
everyone can relate. After writing several stories about people in my family and
experiences at work and school, I began to feel myself slip into boredom and I
started writing less and less. This was due largely to the fact that I was ensure of
Barnett's plan and I felt like I was going nowhere. I was unable to see how these
random stories were supposed to help me write a play about Nepal.
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Seeing as I was still adamant about including Nepal in my play, Barnett
suggested that I take a few of the stories from Nepal as well as the other stories I
had previously written and rewrite them. Honestly, this was not what I wanted to
hear because this seemed very redundant. However, he explained that I was still
telling my stories in the past tense and they were written as if they were for a paper
and not for performance. In order to make my stories more engaging, I began
recording myself talking while I drove in the car or was cleaning my room. Then I
transcribed my stories and found a new life in them that had not previously existed.
In order to create more vitality, I started recording my conversations with people,
and took note of my conversational tone, which was very different from my previous
research paper tone. With this new insight, I began rewriting all of my stories, and
then I attempted to piece them together like a puzzle.

In order to successfully piece these stories together, Barnett explained that I
must create a common theme or a through line in order to connect them all. At first,
I thought that it would be very easy. I began playing with the theme of fear. I
believed that all people could relate to that because everyone fears something. I
tried to connect it to the fear of flying, the fear of heights, and the fear of being sick.
Unfortunately, I failed to create successful transitions and the theme really did not
apply to all of my stories.

Because the theme of fear failed to work within my play, I attempted to find
another theme. I rewrote the play with the idea of sickness. I wanted to convey to
the audience that everyone has a moment in life when he or she is sick and
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vulnerable. This was a really important theme to me because all of my life, I have
suffered from allergies, and they have been so severe that it has often led me to
suffer from secondary infections. On top of that 1 also suffer from Chronic Gastritis,
which causes me to become painfully ill and vomit if 1 consume caffeine or spicy
foods. As if that is not enough, when 1 began writing this, 1 was diagnosed with what
the doctors thought was cancer. Needless to say, 1 was literally falling apart and I
felt like this topic was something that 1 could really relate to and understand. This
topic really resounded with me,so 1 reconstructed my play around it.

After my rewrite, Barnett and 1 set up a staged reading. One of my friends
read the play, while Barnett, my second reader, Rory Ledbetter, and I listened and
took notes. This step was one of the most beneficial and important of my process
because 1 was able to hear someone else’s interpretation of my play. It allowed me
to remove myself from the writing and hear how the audience would hear it. I then
took these notes and began rewriting the play again so that it would be more
appealing to the audience’s ears and so that all my thoughts were conveyed more
clearly. After we staged a second reading and after 1 edited my piece again, 1 began
to focus on editing transitions.

Through the process of editing transitions, 1 became frustrated to the point
that 1 almost ditched the entire project. 1 met with Barnett and informed him that 1
was through because 1 just could not fathom how I was supposed to get this piece on
its feet. No matter how hard 1 tried, 1 could not get the whole thing to come
together. 1 liked the individual stories but 1 did not like it as a whole. 1 told him I felt
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like I literally did not know anything. I just wanted to cry and throw a tantrum
because I felt like my head was going to explode. After explaining all of this, he
stated very matter of factly that 1 should write about it. So I left his office irritated
and did just that. I began writing my play about hating writing a play and how I did
not know what to do. Because I was writing with real emotion,the play surprisingly
started to come together. I was able to utilize the parts about being sick while
creating a meta-theatrical play. I finally felt like this play was work worthy to have
my name on it, and I actually became excited about the process. I began to find
more time to work on it because I started to enjoy it and was looking forward to
seeing the finished product.

After several more rewrites and edits, I decided that the show was ready to
be performed. Barnett and I agreed that it was still not perfect but it could be
performed as a work in progress in a theater workshop-like setting. At this point, I
set up rehearsal times with Ledbetter, who not only served as my second reader, but
also as my director. (Again, since this is not a conventional thesis, my readers do not
have conventional roles.)

My first rehearsal began with me giving my interpretation of the play. I read
and acted it out so that Ledbetter could get an idea of where 1 wanted to go. After
this rehearsal, he gave me notes and we began some slight editing of the play. By
actually acting it out, we were able to discover what did not lend itself to the stage.
We not only cut insignificant parts, but we also created more lively characters to
better engage the audience. He helped me to further personalize the language as
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well as make the main character more empathetic and realistic. The next two nights
of rehearsal consisted of blocking the play and adding props. This was really helpful
because the play was literally being brought to life. Ledbetter and I bounced ideas
off one another, which allowed it to be very collaborative. Even thought he was
directing it, 1 felt like it was still my show because 1 was able to voice my opinions
and help with the creative process.

Following the rehearsals, 1 performed my play three times. Each night, I
passed out questionnaires and asked for audience feedback. This was really helpful
because it not only allowed me to see how the audience received the play, but it also
helped me to better understand what aspects of my play worked better than others.
For example, most people agreed that their favorite and most believable parts were
those concerning my airplane and bus ride in Nepal. The common note regarding
these sections expressed how the audience enjoyed how present and active I was.
On the other hand, most people did not like the middle portion about the roommate
because the pace started to drag there. All of this information is the type of material
needed if I ever decide to perform the show again. 1 can use it to find areas to make
my character more empathetic and more realistic as well as revamp scenes that
were not as popular. Even though the thesis process has come to an end, being an
actor, 1 am an artist and therefore, the creative process never ends. Also because of
my extreme desire for perfection, 1 will probably find myself returning to this
project for the rest of my life to alter bits and pieces. Although 1 continually strive
for perfection, this whole project and its lack of perfection has taught me to go with
the flow.
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If I had the process to do all over again, there are several things I would have
done differently. First of all, 1 would have cut back on working outside of school so
that 1 could have had more time to focus on my writing. With this in mind, I would
have continued working on my outside writing so as to better hone in on my writing
skills. 1 also would have finished the play earlier so that I could start rehearsals
earlier. To me,the rehearsals were the most vital part because I was better able to
edit and understand the play from an actor’s perspective versus a writer’s
perspective. In spite of all of these changes that 1 would make,I was ultimately
pleased with my writing and especially my performance. As always I could have
tweaked some things, but 1 am thrilled that it provided me an opportunity to
perform and to focus on having fun instead of perfection.

Originally, 1 wanted to write a play about my adventure to Nepal and explain
how it taught me to look at the big picture and not stress about small insignificant
things. However,through this thesis, 1 managed to teach myself just that. Artis not
perfect, which is a part of what makes it beautiful and intriguing. I have learned that
perfection is something that will never be achieved,so instead of striving for that, I
have learned to strive for my best and that in the end is much more satisfactory.
Although 1 thought 1 was writing a play to entertain the masses and to teach my
audience something, 1 am actually the one who walked away with a new
perspective. I will not deny that it delights me to make people laugh, but more
importantly it delights me to present people with my real self. At times the play is
silly and over the top, but in actuality it is a vulnerable and open piece about an
artist, who wants to share herself with the world.
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KNOWING NOTHING

Remember that time when you knew EVERYTHING. I mean,anything and
everything there was to know about anything and everything. Well, I still think I
know everything and I even know that I know. Or at least I think 1 do and then life
happens. Then I'm told that in order to graduate, I have to write a thesis. A thesis?!
About what?! All of the sudden, 1 know ABSOLUTELY NOTHING! Nothing of intrinsic
value. Sure I still know all of the lyrics to every Spice Girls song,"If you wanna be
my lover, you got to get with my friends;" and I have the recipe for homemade
caramel popcorn memorized. But what good is that? I don’t know anything about
anything!

The only thing I really know is that I don’t have enough time! There is no
way that 1 can accomplish everything that I want to do. I currently work three jobs
because I'm trying to save up money to move across the country and to pay for
school and to pay off medical bills. 1 want more time! I want to do things like go to
Africa! I want to ride my bike and exercise more frequently, I want to spend more
time playing with my bunny, Faulkner, and I want to read. I love to read! In fact, I
have a list next to my bed of books that I plan on reading someday,such as Catch 2?.
and the Hunger Games. I know what you’re thinking and I’m being completely
serious. 1 have not had time to read either of those yet. I am supposed to be able to
make long term plans. Life is just to short!

16

Then, on top of all of this 1 have to write a damn thesis and it is stressing me
out to the point that I’m losing my mind! In fact, I am such a perfectionist that it
makes me neurotic to the point that it hurts. Right now, I have a headache thinking
about it all, because, you know what? I have been trying to write this thesis for over
two years and 1 HATE IT!! 1 am not a writer. I'm overwhelmed and I can’t breathe
because all I can think about is the fact that I have to write a thesis. How am I
supposed to write it and make it EXACTLY perfect if 1 don’t know an3d:hing?! I feel
like I'm going to puke, and 1 just want to lie in bed. Do you ever feel like that?
Consumed with apathy, and your body feels like lead and everything sucks? Well,
that’s how I feel! I don’t even know what to say and there you are sitting there
watching me and wanting me to entertain you, but the problem is, I DON'T KNOW
ANYTHING! I think it might be best if you just leave![Pause and look at audience)
I’m serious, I want everyone here to just leave! LEAVE! GET OUT OF HERE!

WAIT! N0, no, no, no. wait. I’m sorry. Please sit back down. I'm sorry I don't
want to waste your time. I'm just stressed!

Sooo... it’s just me,just me and you.

There's only one of me and well a shit ton of you, and that’s scary. I’m standing here
in front of you completely exposed, naked, and vulnerable. I was told that it would
ease my nerves if I just imagined all of y'all naked or in your underwear,(moment
with audience) but 1 am not a pervert and honestly, there are some of you 1
DEFINITELY don't want to see naked!
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Okay, so now that that is out of the way, I need to

clarify that, Yes, I will be breaking

the fourth wall and speaking directly to you. Yes, you. No, not you.

Who's ready for audience participation?! Well, tough; because I do not care what
you have to say. 1 realize that my grandparents would say,“Now,Taylor it is rude
not to ask your guests about themselves," but I can't

risk you saying something

stupid and then me having to come up with some witty response.

Since, we are creating a play, we will need to have some characters. Yes, 1 said, we
and no, you do not have to participate, but your being here is a part of the process I
also realize that 1 said characters, with an “S," so it's not just me. Well, I mean,it is
just me, but think of these characters as different personas of me,not like
schizophrenic but different facets of my being... You know what? Never mind. That’s
getting a little weird. My point is, 1 am taking what 1 know about people and what I
know about acting, and 1 will attempt to create believable characters.

Since 1 plan on being the protagonist, 1 need a villain. When you think of villains,
something really evil comes to mind,like Scar from The Lion King, and if I'm going to
pull from my life, then my villain is obviously when 1 was diagno... my ex boyfriend,
David.

It's the night of my Tri Delta formal, which is a really big deal because I’ve had a
really long and stressful week with midterms, and I'm ready to let off some steam.
Also, I haven’t been feeling really well this week,so this will totally get my mind off
of being sick! I'm putting on my brand new navy and pink silk dress that I bought
earlier today with my gold Charles David Shoes. My make up and hair are ready and
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I am tickled pink! My friends are waiting for me at City Grocery,and I can't wait
because 1 know the food will be just wonderful, and this will be the first time that
they get to meet David! I just know they are going to love him! He should be on his
way any minute! Ahhh I'm just so excited this is going to be so much fun! David
should be here any minute...[Phone rings)

Hello. Hey! Are you on your way because I am so... Wait, What?... I'm confused... You
can't go? What do you mean you hate formals? Why didn't you tell me this earlier? I
bought this new dress and I'm all ready... What?! I am NOT a pretentious bitch!
There is nothing wrong with wanting to get dressed up to go dancing! My friends?!
You don't even know my friends, how do you know that they would judge you? You
aren't even giving them a chance! Okay fine, you do that! Go smoke weed instead!
You're just a lazy piece of....

My make-up is ruined and running down my face. My stomach feels all knotted up,
my throat is swelling, and no matter how much I breathe in, I can't get enough air.
Since 1 have this new dress, 1 decide to call a friend of mine, who I have been in love
with for over two years. Let's call him Super Boy. Super Boy and I have terrible
timing because whenever he's single I'm dating someone and vice versa. He's a
couple of years older than me and has always been there whenever I've needed a
shoulder to cry on or just a ride home from the bar. It's awkward because we are
both in the theater department and everyone, even the teachers, know that we have
this tension between us, and yet we both live in denial and we pretend it doesn't
exist because of this terrible timing. At the same time, we are polar opposites, I'm in
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a sorority and like to wear sundresses and heels, and he wears skinny jeans and has
a faux-hawk.

Anyway, all of that aside, he shows up immediately. He knocks on my door and
when 1 open it, there he is dressed in a tux with a dozen roses.

"Hey Hey, Why so down. Let me get that mascara off of your face. Let me see you
smile, Kid! Come on, we're going to have fun and go dancing!"

It was literally like a Disney princess movie, where the prince sweeps Snow White
onto his white stallion, only Super boy drives a white pick-up and this did not end
happily ever after. And instead of Super Boy having to defeat a dragon, I defeated
the dragon by simply breaking up with David.

Unfortunately though. Super Boy did not turn out to be my Prince Charming.

While helping him clean out his car a few months later, I stumble across a valentine
in his glove compartment. It is pale pink with a mouse holding a red glittery heart.
On the inside in this loopy, cursive handwriting it says. Dear Super Boy,thank you
so much for the roses. I loved them! 1 can’t wait until you break-up with Taylor so
we can be together."

My stomach does back flips, my throat tightens and my chin and lips quiver, and my
eyes burn as I hold back hot tears.

All of these emotions are welling up inside me. It s like being told you have cancer.
I'm overwhelmed and I can't even speak. I just hand

him the card, and I'm hoping
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and praying it's a joke and I'm hoping and praying this is a nightmare,and he just
says," 0 yeah, 1 didn't know we were exclusive. I'm seeing like two other girls."

So wow, he was a super douche!

I know y'all all know the feeling. Feeling completely empty and worthless. I can't
think straight. How could 1 be so stupid to let someone else make me feel this way?

Okay, you might think that I'm going to rant about all of the jack assess in my life,
but this is not a show about bashing men. Besides not all men are bad. For instance.
I'm dating a wonderful guy by the name of Chase and he's kind of like a foil to my
character in this story. He is very different from me because he's calm and collected,
and a tad bit country.

1 never thought I would be dating him let alone dating him long term, but here we
are and it works pretty well.

It's our one year anniversary and baby I want you to know that I like you because
you're butch!

No, I'm not a man, but as he puts it,

"Taylor, you're the perfect girlfriend because you don't just shop and put on make
up, but you like football, and beer, and fishing."

Even though that compliment was a diamond in the rough, it proves that he’s pretty
insightful and kind in his own way.
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Honestly, before 1 cou Id date Chase, I had to get out of the country. After receiving a
bad diagnos... and having some terrible break ups, leaving the country was the best
thing I could do. Besides, I had always wanted to see Mount Everest.

And now that I think of it, why not set this play in Nepal?! Over here are dirt and fly
infested streets with wa ndering cows and the looming Himalayas in the background,
ril use a fog machine to haze the stage with the appearance of pollution, and add
some monkeys hanging from the rafters, and maybe even turn off the air conditioner
so y'all can really feel the heat. But I have a limited budget,so my set is a blank stage
with a few boxes and some beat-up, old chairs, but you can suspend your disbelief
right? Pretend with me now.

So in Nepal, I'm living in this town called Jumla with my British, roommate
Francesca. Francesca is a gorgeous brunette.

I'm almost six feet tall and have surprisingly very nice teeth for being British. Tm
incredibly smart, which is evident from the fact that I attend Brown University and I
happen to be well traveled, which is explained by my recent six-month stint in
Africa.

Thank god I get to have her for a roommate so I don't do anything stupid or
offensive. About this time, we have been living in Jumla for about a month. The
streets are made from large uneven boulders. The houses are made from a mud-like
plaster and when you walk into our room, it has dirt floors. We have no running
water, and the people here rarely bathe because it's usually too cold to bathe in the
river in the mountains, so they are caked with layers of dirt that covers their skin
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like thick grimy clown make-up and they are covered in flies because they are too
tired from herding yaks and working in the fields to even swat them away. And
everywhere you go. it smells like yak manure and body odor.

The most important building in town is the one room airport. It ships food in and
out of town and it's the only way to reach the town aside from riding a donkey. Now
in America and probably every other country, there are specific times that planes
arrive and depart. In Nepal, you just have to guess when your plane will come. And
I don't really like guessing when it comes to me risking my life in a metal coffin in
the sky.

I just assumed that all airports worked the same. I thought that all airplanes had to
have flight plans about where they go, and what time they are going, and all that
stuff so they don't run into each other. Apparently, I don’t know very much about
air traffic.

So with this limited knowledge, 1 calmly eat breakfast one morning before a flight.
when Francesca, suddenly runs in screaming,"Bloody Hell, Taylor! Get your shit, the
plane's coming.

"WHAA?!" [Start gathering things and putting them on?) I throw down my food and
grab my bags, and start running with Francesca uphill in the snow towards the
airport with huge hiking packs on and wearing hundreds of layers and packs of
toilet paper and jars of peanut butter in our hands. That detail is important because
these two items went with me everywhere. Diarrhea does not drip dry and peanut
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butter is the only form of protein I find that is not killed in front of me.[look to
audience, maybe awkward silence.)
Bloody Hell Taylor, the planes are overhead!” [Plane sound)

, I guess that might be kinda cool to see, especially because the pane looks like a
drunk bird wobbling in the sky, but it’s not cool when
We still have a mile to run...

And the plane doesn't wait on the runway longer than ten minutes, whether you are
there or not.

After dodging the boulders in the road and after we ran uphill in the snow, we
finally arrive, (act out of breath bend over like I reallyjust ran) Let me just say, this is
not what a plane is supposed to be. At least not what I'm use to. I mean these planes
fit about 10 people and you can see the pilot in front of you, who by the way does
not wear a uniform. He instead wears designer jeans and a puffy vest with his
cowboy style plaid shirt half unbuttoned and his hair slicked back with gold Elvis
sunglasses. Total swarthy and pimp wannabe. And to make matters worse, these
planes don't have normal names like Southwest or Northeast. NO,these planes
aren't named after directions; they are named after religious and mythical figures;
Buddha Air and Yeti Airlines. 1 like my planes to take me to an actual destination not
into Nirvana.

Francesca and I walk up to Yeti Airlines, and are waiting for them to lower the stairs
down to us so we can get in the plane, and they don't. We just wait. Then all of the

24

sudden, these Nepali men come out of nowhere and start piling bags of rice up
under the door of the plane. It's a little bewildering to watch these tiny umpa
loompas run up and down and up and down the pile. Then it hits me.They are
trying to tell us that we have to climb the mountain of rice to get into the plane. And
I start climbing on top of these bags, and as I'm climbing on these bags, I'm slipping
and stumbling because there is nowhere to grip and nowhere to place my feet. I'm
ripping holes in the bags, and it begins to look like the end of a tacky wedding. As I
heave myself to the top, I look inside the plane. There's no American Connection,
plush seats with flotation devices underneath or aisle lights, or little yellow oxygen
t>ags that fall from the ceiling.

This plane is completely gutted. It's all metal, and the only things inside the plane
are four folding chairs that are nailed to the floor. There is rust near the windows
where water has leaked, and it smells like a penny after you've held it in your
sweaty palm too long. I'm also pretty sure that a family of mice has taken up
residence in the rear of the plane, which would explain the rotting smell.

On the plane, I sit next to Francesca, and then this Nepali woman and her screaming
baby get on the plane. You should know, I don't really like babies. Kids are fine, but
not babies. Babies scream.

Don't you hate how babies just scream? They can't communicate, and frankly I find
them obnoxious. Pregnancy is even worse. In fact it's sick because there is this thing
growing inside you. I mean pregnant women literally have this thing living off of
them and then their bellies get all stretched out and their belly button pokes out and
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they get varicose veins, and it’s absolutely disgusting. The Miracle of Life my ass. Its
unnatural for a purple screaming bowling ball to fit through a hole the size of a
grape.

Anyway, I'm on this plane, right? We take off and the plane starts shaking and Vm
getting nauseous. But it gets better. The woman in front of me starts vomiting
EVERYWHERE; on the floor, on herself, and 1 can smell rotting eggs. And I’m more
nauseous, and the plane is shaking even harder than before, and it shakes the little
mice out from hiding, so they are rolling around in the puke and licking it too. At
'm
this point, I'm not even thinking about dying from a plane crash an)nnore; I
suffocating because I can't breathe without gagging. 1 m also trying to hold my feet
up and stay in my seat because 1 don't want the vomit or the mice, which are both
now covering the whole bottom of the floor, on me. During all of this, the baby won't
stop screaming, and this whole situation is scaring the ever-living shit out of me.

Dear God, Please don’t let me die like this! Please don't let me fall over and die in
the woman's vomit, please make the baby shut up!
1 feel like I'm in hell!

My whole body is tense, my teeth are clenched and my knuckles are white and my
hands are cramping from clinging onto the armrest, (act out description butstopfor
this sentence) Honestly, 1 don't know why I'm holding on so tight because that's not
going to save me as 1 plummet to my death. Not only will the chair probably pull out
of the floor causing me to drown in the vomit, but the entire plane upon impact will
be crushed like a coke

can, and then the mice will sneak out from the back and feed
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on my corpse. I'm panting so much that I look like a dog in heat fbrea/fowta^am/or
this sentence) And by heat I’m talking about summer heat not like ready to make
babies because that would lead to pregnancy and that’s gross. But I'm sweating a lot!
Like not just a lot for a girl, but a lot for a guy too, and I'm sitting in this plane in a
puddle of my own sweat.

So yeah, flying doesn’t really appeal to me,or at least the possibility offalling tens of
thousands of feet doesn't. It’s that feeling in my stomach that gets me.You know?
You get that feeling where your stomach falls, and it feels like it's about to come up
out of your throat with that morning’s strawberry pop tart? You know with the
white frosting and the pink and green sprinkles; the good ones, not the gross smores
or milkshake flavors. As you're falling and losing your breakfast, what can you
really do about it? Nothing! You just fall.

It's like one of those never ending nightmares, you know where you can do
something simple like trip on a leaf, and next thing you're falling and you're all
aHHH and your stomach's gone and you're getting closer and closer to the ground
and BAM! Your body spasms and you wake up in a cold sweat. That is what flying is
like to me. It's a never-ending falling nightmare.

Actually, I have quite a few recurring nightmares. Ever since I was a kid. I've
dreamed my teeth would fall out. I'll bite into something juicy like a hamburger and
then all my teeth just start to fall out of my mouth. It's like one by one they turn into
a powder and just disappear. You know the dream, where you’re teeth just crumble
and disintegrate in your own mouth, and then you're left with nothing but gums.
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Or maybe you're the typical type that dreams about having to give a presentation
3nd you go up in front ol the class or the office and are naked, or that there are giant,
flesh-eating spiders chasing you, or that you can’t swim and you re drowning, or
that you're watching some play, where the actor is standing in front of you, talking
about how she doesn’t know anything! That's the worst nightmare of all because
you never know what the actor might do, 1 mean hell, she might just look at you and
say...

Diarrhea

(long pause)

yeah. I said it. 1 know right. Totally gross. If you are

any kind of a normal person, you have the willies just from thinking about what that
word means and then what it does to the human body. Well I'm not a medical
textbook and I don't plan to go into gory detail because if you have ever lived, then
you've experienced this phenomenon and you know it sucks!

Here in America, diarrhea is raunchy and taboo in conversation and heaven forbid
you admit to actually having it. It happens to people all the time, and still there s
this fear of being judged when it happens to be you. And I guess that's fine when
you can just run to Walgreen's and pick up Imodium or when there are clean
bathrooms everywhere. It's pretty easy to hide and pretend like it doesn't exist. But
just imagine being in a country where it surrounds you. It's so prevalent that
hospitals have specific diarrhea rooms that are overflowing with patients. People
are standing back to back or lying on the floor and leaning against the walls like a
mound of popcorn over flowing from the kettle.
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in the world would I ever choose to go to Nepal or India, where diarrhea is so
●■ampant? Well, my explanation is that I thought I was invincible and ate street food
'vhile traveling in India, because I didn’t know that I would end up doubled over in
pain. DUMB.

● m on a bus in India next to Fr ancesca. My mouth is watering, my stomach is
c^'arnping, and my cloth es are drenched like I just jumped into a swimming pool
because it iIS 115 degree s outside.
T'he bus

is so crowded that people are standing in the aisles and leaning over into

our seats. Their perfume smells like B.O. and manure.

■ try to sleep, but it's pretty much impossible with people breathing in my face and
uiy stomach imploding in on itself. Five hours pass. Sweat keeps dripping, my
mouth keeps watering, and my stomach keeps cramping... ARGHH ARE YOU
SERIOUS?! SHIT!

I m sitting in this cramped position in
i a half asleep daze [sit up abruptly with wide
eyes) when it hits and I mean IT! My stomach is gurgling and my eyes are the size of
baseballs! [^start dancing in seat) "Oh my god Francesca, I think I'm going to shit
myself. I mean for real. What do I do?!"

Well hold it Taylor.

Hold it? Are you serious?! Francesca. Shit. I can't hold it. It's coming out and I am
NOT going to shit on myself!"
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Oh my god. oh my god!(dancini, in scat] I'm going to be sick! I'm GONNA BE SICK!
MOVE! GET OUT OF MV WAY! MOVE!(act out running up and down)I’m sick, I'm
Sick STOP THE BUS S TOP THE BUS! Move I’ve got to get to the bus driver!

Oude, this isn't funny. You have to stop the bus! STOP IT NOW!

(oct like bus driver and wave hand in disinissar)

Look I m serious! I’m about to be sick!

I will not stop. )ust be sick out the window!

"What?! It is NOT that kind of sick! It's coming out the other way! Holy Shit! You
have to stop the bus!!”

I grab my toilet paper and the bus driver slams on the breaks while screaming and I
bolt off of the bus!

Are you serious?! Come on, man! There has been tons of trees and brush for miles,
but here we are in an open field and there is only this one tree! Would you look at
that? It's skinnier than one of my own legs!

Anyway, I run behind the teeny, tiny, little tree, and good lord I get sick.

After being sick, 1 feel a little better, and I walk back to the bus and notice that every
single passenger with their Britney Spears and Michael Jackson t-shirts has their
smiling, dirty faces pushed up against the glass to watch the rabid American girl
take a shit! Well awesome! But honestly 1 don’t care. I am so relieved that I ignore
their laughter and just sink into my seat.
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Normally, that would have emhan assod n.f to death, but because it was such a
desperate situation. 1 duln t care. Yeah, ifs awkward knowing people were so
enthralled with me that they wanted to watch my bowel movements, but that makes

them the

weird ones, not me.

So, 1 Was abl

e to experience the wonders ol dysentery, which was not in my plans, 1

came to Nepal to forget about things like being sick, not to make myself violently ill.
So after this lovely experience, 1 come back to America, to discover that I not only
have to write a thesis but also to find out that the roommate with whom Tm living
with is a complete idiot, and is more obnoxious than diairhea.

Dummy was well. I just said it... DUMB. One day I came home,and I hear this
hanging sound coming from her roo m So 1 go and peak in. She's standing there
over the vacuum."UHH, UHH, UHH.

Dummy, WHAT are you doing?!

1 m i^kick) trying {kick) to (kick) turn (kick) on! UHHHH

Cuz that's going to do it.

I thought if I plugged it in the wall—

Here’s the on button.

Who knew that such a thing existed?! But instead of vacuuming, she just stands
there starring at the vacuum with her head tilted to the side, you know like how a
dog looks at you when it's confused?
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like... Alcohol. Then she might start killing small animals and turn into one of those
serial killers. And we can't have that talk going around the Delta, now can we?"

No! I didn’t think like that! In fact, 1 was pretty much oblivious! Besides I had bigger
fish to fry like whether Barbie and Ken were going to stay married that week and if
not who was going to get the Barbie dream house and who would get the camper,
and you can’t forget the dream boat... Okay so maybe I did notice and yeah it sucked,
but at least I wasn’t massacring animals.

Because of therapy, I now have this aversion to Scrabble. I know, I know that
sounds idiotic, but say you’re at a party and people are like, okay well not a party
because what kind of party are people playing Scrabble. That would be LAME! I
mean I’m not going to go to some party, where the main event is playing Scrabble
because if I went out and went to a party that was playing scrabble, 1 clearly
wouldn’t have a life, that would be like a whole bunch of cat people or married
couples, who would make up gross words like intercourse and moist. Which by the
way, if one more of my friends get married. I'm going to lose it! Urn hi! We are in our
early twenties and have no serious income yet! How do you plan on supporting
yourself? Let’s be realistic! And no, I don’t want to hang out with you and play
Scrabble. And just because you have words with friends on your phone does not
make you cool. IT IS STILL Scrabble with a different name. I know it’s all a
conspiracy that started wiith therapy. Because the minute 1 walked in, the first thing
that the therapist would say was like "Okay, Taylor it’s time to play Scrabble!" So
we’d pull out the board and he’d be sitting there watching me intently, like he was
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waiting for me to make some exciting move or something. Needless to say, he was
always disappointed because 1 was NORMAL and came up with NORMAL words like
cat, dog, and love, but he kept looking for me to whip out words like knife, blood,
guts, murder. 1 was just a little kid, and all 1 wanted to do was win. 1 came up with
every three-letter word that my seven-year old mind could think of, and you know 1
don't even really like words and 1 don't like them because 1 can t spell. How can you
even win Scrabble if you can't spell?!

Scrabble makes my brain want to explode! I don't need to play it and 1 don't need
therapy! I'm NORMAL! I'm just stressed because I am writing a thesis and on top of
that I'm dying from Cancer!

That's what my doctor said, and that's how he told me,just veiy matter of fact.
"Taylor you have some cancer cells that could get out of hand really quickly, so we
will need to keep an eye on it."

WOW! NO "I'm sorry" or "this is hard to hear, 1 know," just here you go. I have never
been told something so life changing before, and as my sense of reality crumbled
the doctor completely lacked compassion. That put mortality into perspective 1 am
in my early twenties, 1 feel invincible. I'm supposed to be able to make long-term
plans because 1 am not supposed to be dying! 1 never thought there was a
possibility that this could all be cut short. I'm supposed to be able to go to Africa
and read my books. I'm supposed to get married and be a mom and someday a
grandma. 1 guess 1 just thought that this type of thing could never happen to me I’m
smart and being smart should mean that 1 am all right.

This kind of thing is
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